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to j. b. s. MOKRrrr, esq., m. p., eokeby park.
January 30, 1817.
my beak moeeitt, — I hope to send you in a couple
of days Harold the Dauntless, which has not turned out
so good as I thought it would have done. I begin to
get too old and stupid, I think, for poetry, and wiH cer-
tainly never again adventure on a grand scale. For
amusement, and to help a little publication that is going
on here, I have spun a doggerel tale called The Search
after Happiness, of which I shall send you a copy by
post, if it is of a frankable size; if not, I can put it up
with the Dauntless. Among other misfortunes of Harold
is his name, but the thing was partly printed before
Childe Harold was in question.
My great and good news at present is, that the bog
(that perpetual hobby-horse) has produced a commodity
of most excellent marie, and promises to be of the, very
last consequence to my wild ground in the neighborhood;
for nothing can equal the effect of marie as a top-dress-
ing. Methinks (in my mind's eye, Horatio) I see all the
blue-bank, the hinny-lee, and the other provinces of my
poor kingdom, waving with deep rye-grass and clover,
like the meadows at Kokeby. In honest truth, it will do
me yeoman's service.
My next good tidings are, that Jedediah carries the
world before him. Six thousand have been disposed of,
and three thousand more are pressing onward, which will
be worth £2500 to the worthy pedagogue of Gander-
cleuch. Some of the Scotch Whigs, of the right old
fanatical leaven, have waxed wroth with Jedediah, —
" But shall we go mourn for that, my dear ?
The cold moon shines l>y night,
And when "we -wander here and there,
We then do go most right." I
After all, these honest gentlemen are like Queen Eliza-
1 Joanna BaiUie's Orra.

